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7SAy~nops§s of | Preceding Chapters.

Narman IHolt, favorite scn of an cld
Kentucky family, is reprimanded at
West Point for dueling and is withdrawn
by his high-spirited father. His home-
coming in the winter of 1860 is celebrated
by an old-fashioned Kentucky Christmas
gathering. Among the guests are Daisy
Lane, daughter of Dr. Holt's lawyer, and
J. Burnett Malloy, both of Cincinnati.
The latter bring: letters of introduction
from Lane's partner, Mr. Mcintyre, and
Is courteously recelved, but arouses the
Jealousy of Nerman Holt by his atten-
tions o Daisy Lane. Malloy =eparates
Miss Lane from the main party during
a fox hunt and at the Christmas ball the

same evening affects an_air of propii-
etorship distasteful to LTaisy and ob-
noxious to his rival. Norman Hoilt. But

ril 111 feeling 1a forgotten when at mid-
night all surround Dr. Holt to drink the
Christmas punch, which ceremoay is in-
terrupted by a midnight messenger who
announces the dangerous illness of Judge
Mcintyre. Investigation reveals his
financial affairs in a hopeless tangle, 2nd
the Holt fortune dissipated Henry g_nd
Norman enter Lane's law office in Cin-
cinnati, .Norman enlists as a private in
the Ohio infantry. Malloy, through po
iitical Influence. is lieutenant in the same
company, and Henry Holt joins the con-
tederate forces. Norman is ordered to
vonduct a skirmishiog party under Cap-
tain Wing to Belleview, in search of
rori..ent rebels. Belleview raid fails

/ing captured and Norman acc used of
treachery. Brain fever saves him from
trial and takes him to the hospital

Norman are disp_roved
Norman rejoins his rﬁ;,?menl
aud aids Sheridan in capturing Henry
Holt Norman Holt drugged by Malloy
while on picket duty is found asleep at
his post. Court martial convicts Norman,
who demands that Malioy, whose testi-
mony convicted him. shall head firing
arty on the day of his death. Norman
s pardoned by President Lincoln and
made lieutenant of Kentucky infantry.
Norman is accused by the Lanes of be-
traying Theodore, who has deserted, nto
the hands of the secret service men. No™
man wins high praise from Sheridan for
gallant rally of troops-and when Malloy,
refurns to

Charges against
by Enyart.

now major of new regiment. i
camp he is “cut” by Norman. Norman
ce tured by onfederate while trying to

suve disp hes from Thomas, Captain
Wing. to veridan, repudiates lirs uttered
against Norman by Malloy who deserts

to confederate army in the battlie of Mis-
sion Ridge Norman plants Union flag on
breastwork, though severcly wounded,

Norman in spite of all,” an-
re the sorrowing woman, looking
wistfully, pleadingly inte the pallid,
clear-cut, manly face, as she haif tim- |
idly held forth both hands. Good God! N
what humility of suffering there is f\‘ri
the mother who turns from the wreck
of her own hopes, from the death of ull
that was planned and prayed for in h(_‘r
. and gaz<s upon the full frui-
tion of effort energy in the person
of anotrher—her boy's own friend and
comrade. On ¢ one hand Iy her Ish-
mael, a useless life, a ruined career; on
the aother stood he who had so faithfully
gtriven to befriend her weakling, he |
whom.they had so despitefully treated, |
now a tried leader of men, tempered by
adversily, testod t ire and flood, !
crowned ith the {
tion of his soldie o
rank and h, |
3 not so ]
pathy and forgiven he >d )
the sens his own sufferir that &
by day he might sucoor |
boy With her face Lowed upon hm‘
hands, she was silently weeping when |
the door from an adjoining room open- {
ed. and Daisy came slowly in |
Not since the week of Th ar- |
rest had he set eyes on | That was ‘
only a vear agooge, vet I the girlish |
ook had fled from her fac wwing it
pathetie, sorrowful, yet inexpressibly
gwveel, ft was tha face of : woman

chastened by anxiety
in whom gentleness
votiocn had triumphed
self and made a minis

one

and suffering,

the aging and distressed J

aad known that death would doubtless
be the sentence of her son should he
fall into th: b, nds of Union army,
and all boer thoughts had been of him

and his wil. The daxv had had to

el

carry a Jouble load. Knowledge
that her father’'s affairs were going
from bad to wor that the investments
prompted by th der Malloy had been |
calamitous, and ske had Malloy's word
for it that now only stood between
that father and financial ruin. Malloy
went further still. He had anot scrupled
to tell the daugl.ter her father's good
name was involved, as had been that
of his deceased partner, Meclntyre. All
this for months the girl Lad had to
beur, in the decermir n that her |

mother chould not he . All this had
Maitoy been whispering into her ears in
fuitherance of (he suit of his hopeful
gon. No wonder, as Kate Ray wrote,
“Daisy looked as though she were go-
ing into a de: ine.”

And then for long months she
known how hideously unjust was T
dore’s accusation a nst the love
ward whom her yvoung heart had 1
from the firsti—the lover m she had
spined at her brother’'s and mother’'s
demand—the lover whom they had all
wronged, and, according to Malloy,

had

w

whom the father had actually robbed,
for trust money, too, said he, was in-
volved in the father's speculations,
What reward had Norman Teceived at
their hands for his devotion to her
bhrother and to her?

it was but a few weeks after Theo-
dore’s arresi that she learned the falsitly

of ais accusations; Kat: ilay had seen
to that—but meantime there was Nor-
man’'s brief, cold reply ‘o her letter, the
check returned and Ler slight repaid
in full. I shall never again attempt to
see you. After your letter I doundt if I
shall ever care to.”” That was the last
word between them, ) <t it wouid not
have heen the last, for she had nerved
herself to write and tell himn she knew
the truth. Though she could not ask
him to forgive or forget, she wished
him to know she deplored their bitter
injustice to him. No hzht-minded girl
sould have brought herself to such a
pitch of self-abnegation—the possibility
of being misunderstood—the shameful
possibility that he might think her beg-
ging for the return of his love and
trust. No—that she assured herself was
gone forever—iasulted and ouiraged as
it had been. It was the woman in ner
now prompting her at .any cost to ac-
knowiecge her fauit. [t would have been
easier 1o say: 1 have sinned against
thee™ 1o any other soul on earth. But
she had at Jasgt, alter many atiempts,
written her confession, and then came
the dread tidings of his Adesperate wound
and capture. The story of his heroism
came later—Kate Ray aga'n. But that
was nothing new. What could he ever
be but brave, heroic, suverb?—her
kunight, her soldier, her hero, her lover,
ave, hLer dearly Ioved one, though he
should never know it, though he shouil
never care to know-—-though he world
probably come back a general in the by

and by and marry “Kate-Sister” or
pretty Lou Ward (wha was smitten
with one of Morgan's dashing raiders),
or Lorna Walton (who wore the confed-
erate colors beneath her expensive bod-
ice and could not see what so many
men saw in Kate Ray). As for Daisy,
she would devote hersell to poor mother,
She would nurse and soothe and work
for her, and so, i gentle deeds of good-
ness, the child had lived through her
vears of penance, refusing to yield to
the pleas of the Malloys, 2ud the bud
had become the blossom, sweet, sor-
rowing, uncomplaining, but far meore
lovable and womanly. And such was
she who. with faltering footsteps and
timid yet resolute mien, came slowly
forward, and Norman turned and saw
her—saw in an instant the change the

year had wrought, and the same old
spasmodic seizure fastened on his
throat and choked hif utterance. He

could not speak. He stepned toward her,
tock her cold, fluttering Httle hand (and
did not know he was holding it till she
drew it away), #azing the while dufmbly
down into her pallid face, an infinite
sorrow, sympathy and tenderness out-

came 1o tell her he had just
Theodore farewell, and that Theodore
had smiled and borne i{ bravely, Kate
led him along the gallery of the big,
old-fashioned southern house, past Mrs.
Enyart's door to the railing at the cor-
ner. “Wait here one moment, wiil you?"
said she, and then disappeared.

It was a still December evening. The
stars were sparkling in a ciloudless sky.
Out to the southwest, as he faced the
valley, old Lookout loomed like a big
black bison against the lower heavens.
Campfires flickered and twinkled every-
where at the front, and along the dim,
shadowy ranges to the right and left.
Bat distance softened all earthly sound,
and a silence as of some New England
wintry landscape fell like a wmantle
upon the freezing earth. On_the floor
below he could hear Bob Enyart thump-
ing about his narrow room, and knew
just how eager and restless that young
soldier must be, but of other sounds
close at hand there were few. The gal-
lery on which he stood encircled the
house on two sides at least, and Theo-
dore’s room was at the northward end
of the east front, well at his back.

bidden

| For a few weeks Norman had wa-
vered. The army would have to be

fortunes of the cause he had so gal-
lantly served, winning soldier honors
everywhere: but when the last plank
floated out from under the sknking
craft, proudly refusing to return to the
state so divided against itself. It was
{then he joined hands with three or
four of his comrades, and for the time,
at least, was spending his days abroad.
For this course there was, perhaps, an-
other reason, long anticipated in Kate
Ray's final acceptance of General Bob
Enyart’s hand and heart and fortune.
““The best thing by lony; odds the war
did for me,” as he frequently declared,
though its close found him a division
commander and made him a major of
regulars before he was out of his twen-
ties. There was many a hard fight af-
ter Chattanooga in which Buckeyes
and what was left of our old friends,
the Emmets, were prominent features,
Gaffney coming in for more hard
knocks than glory, yet sending his
“missidges” and congratulations to
Colonel Holt after the famous march |
to the sea, with every promise and in- |
tention of being up again in time to;
'“drink down all comers to the wed- |
ding.” It was a quiet little wedding
| that, the month that followed the mus- |
ter out in the fall of '65. Norman Wwas |
full colonel by that time and wearing
Ithe brevet title of general, but the
world was to be faced over again,
| Malloy, sr., a fugitive from Jjustice,
~whose treachery had wrecked the life
'and honor of good old Mcintyre, well-
nigh beggared the Holts and deeply
| involved the Lanes, had been brought
~up short in his career by the sudden
appearance of Lane and Norman in
Cincinnati shortly after Theodore’s
death. He might hoodwink Lane, but
he couldn’t bully Holt, and now that
she had an arm to lean on, Daisy had
told her lover of Malloy's whisperings,
to the end that the whilom boss and
manipulator had been made to dis-
gorge not a little of his plunder before
the clutch was off his throat.

regrganized and increased. He was as-
sured of a captaincy* in the cavalry,
but looking at the desolation about the
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~ THE LITTLE HEAD SANK BACK INTO +HE HOLLCW OF THAT SROAD SHOULDER. i
i e s i = | St s 3 - = et e s |
pouring from his big, brave heart and | Kate had entered Mrs., B old homestead and in the dear old
overflowing in his Jdeep brown eyes. i and every father’'s  face, he made his (‘hniv»ﬁ.‘}
And, though he could not speak, she | pected her ret 1 Enough had been recovered to repair
could #nd did. She knew she must, | to take a small pacl and refurnish the mansion, but the oid |
: |
and had schooled herself beforehand when reappeared glories of the hunt and the stables |
and even in he humility and in her | empLly, he would never come again. The da't‘kiF'SE
trouble there was swect womanly dig- | “It isn't—at were “‘free niggers” now, and didn't |
nity in her bearing: there was con- | thing I want Enow what on earth to*do with them- |
fession mingled with womanly trust in | While T ruan d lves Norman W busy hlmﬁvlf!
ber lovely eves as the locoked up one |7 n't be lo oking after Beileview and the squire, |
moment into his. Norman Holt was | cool, levei-heade vith Daisy installed as mistress of the |
#t least a gentleman, and could not, | pear so perturbed, household, and yet ever in readiness |
! vaid she. misunderstand her. Yet was | had left Daisy to take Henry's place in the firm of |
it not hard to have to meet him so? spoken briefly, Lane & Holt, should the .e]der decide |
“Y ought not to say I am glad to see | against returniug.. When it was heard |
vou here, since we owe that to your be- | —when 1 in the fall of '65 that Lorna Walton and |
ing again wounded. We can never v wuld write, | hér mother were gone abroad, it was |
thank vou enough, Mr. Holt.” He would never } Mrs. Lane  Whispered that he, at least, would not |
“It is Colonel Holt now, Daisy,” said | only wept. Da little hand lay lo '?"‘l"i 7 o il ok ided hl“;
her father, coming forward. in his, but their eyes hardly met as ;‘:‘“ a forget his long lov .h“"_‘ % orl\&_io'e
“It is just Norman Theodore's | he howed in farewell. He had dreaded  Dimself with the lady who ‘“couldn't |
. Ay o g g ek % 0 g T 1 ki 4 t see what so many men seemed to see |
friend,” said he, finding voice al last, | that parting, yet bow he longed to live ' o Miss Rav.” = !
and striving to speak as though he | it over, at least with hf r! And then, | ‘):\'(' :‘Fltl"l;‘l()lT‘ the great hickory logs
would give her hope and reassurance, | as Kate still failed to find the som T s 2y
but she saw how little hope there was | thing she wanted on the low floor :‘)fi’”;.:? ;_;l?ng:‘g:;l 2‘:;‘;,13;@;{.8&1::;
behind the conventional mask. There | (perhaps Bob Enyart was helping her - i ¥ = ¥ ¥ £ th d
re > ‘ho c@ ride  int battle | now, smiled Norman to himseli) he | pere there with a host of the same ol
ar men wh can rid (] ati ol i . brood of aunties, uncles and pl('kanm-l
laughing in the face of death, yet can- | turned, beran pacing

not so much as summon a smile when
the King of Terrors sits by the bed-
side of another for whoni women watch
and pray. He knew that there need be
no fear of earthly tribunal for the fast-
failing son and brother. Perhaps it was
better so.

Three days more—only thiree—were
given to him in which to minister to
Theodore, to strive to comfort and

strengthen the sorrowing mother, to be
of aid to the girl for whom all the old
love seemed to be revived, redoubled. Of
that it was no time to» speak. One
afternoon there came a dispatch. The
colonel commanding the
cavalry desired to know
lieutenant colonel could report for duty.
There was urgent need of his services.
Showing it to Enyart, Norman bri fly

said: “I start tonight,” and Bob could
only press his hand and say: “You're
right.”

But it was another matter to break

it tr the Lanes. He dreaded the efrent
on Theodore, so rapidly was he fail'ng.
It was Kate Ray again who came to
Norman's aid. She had heard and lost
no time. “You are going without *heir
knowing it, 18 not that your plan, Nor-
man?”’ she asked, then quickly added:
“But do you not wish to speak with
Daisy?”

“Of what eould I speak to her—at
such a time?” he wistfully asked. The
man in him shrank from {he thought of
wooing when all her thoughts must be
of her dying brother. The woman in
Kate Ray saw that then, perhaps more
than =2t any other time, there would be
sweetness, strength and support in the
assurance that Daisy was ‘oved and
forgiven. Again was it Kate Ray who
took martters into her own hands. Nor-
man might siip away with only a few
words to the family generaily, but as
to Daisy, that was another matter.

And so, just after nightfall, as with
sorrowing face znd moistened eyes, he

—th Kentucky |
how soon the |

| led her head and shoulders

slowly along “he
southern gallery, and became gradually
aware of a slender, shadowy, girlish
form leaning against the pillar at the
further end, apparently gazing out at
the dark and muddy street. Another
instant and he knew it was Daisy—
Daisy, enveloped in a £hawl that muf-

se must
e she did,

she have heard his step befo

which was not until he strode within
six feet of her. Then, startled, she
turned and saw him., turned again,

strove to flee, but in that instant, even
in that dim light he had seen the sweet,
wan, piteous face was bathed in iears,
Good God! What were doubts, scruples,
resolutions now! Omne spring brought
him to her side. One low-toned, intense,
impioring cry, “Daisy!” One quick, im-
pulsive, irresistible effort, and, despite

nies, only too glad to see a resumption |
of holiday joys, hopeful of “Christ- |
mas gifts,” and, while proud of thei:‘g
freedom, only too eager, as a rule, to |
admit their dependence and entire |
willingness to be fed, clothed and com-
forted by somebody else. Unc¢’ Pomp
and his fiddlers had wandered away: |
nor were there dancers galore as in
the old days, nor crops, nor spurs, and
hunting' caps, nor foxes, masks and
brushes. These were gone with suc-
cessive occupants—'‘trophies,”> north
and south. The glamor of the past
was lifted from the walls of Belleview.
but new blood was tingling in the
veins—new jdeas, new energy. burning |
in

the brains of Belleview’s restorers, |

{ and stanch old friends had come to aid

| in the work—Dr.

Woodrow and his

| Asholt patients among the foremost. '

counter effort, his arms had zped,
drawn and held her to his breast, and
then, listening despite herself 1o his |
fond, murmured words, yvielding de-

spite herself to the joy of his Kisses
raining warm, passionate, pleading
upon her rumpled hair, upon her
forehead and temples, vyielding at
last to the infinite love in every
word and touch and tone, with a
sigh of relief inexpressible, of tearfal
content, of jby ineffable, the little head
sank back into the hollgw of that broad
shoulder, and the soft, sweet lips sur-
rendered to his.

L’Envoi.
A sage has said, "The story's told

when the woman's won,” so what ex-
cuse for further page save to bring the
reader once more to Belleview and to
another Christmas—just after the war.
Only a pathetic reminder of the loved
and hospitable homestead of the old
days was Belleview now. But already
hope was rekindling ‘even in the sad
eves of the aging squire. One of his
boys, his first born, he might not see
again, for to the last, through battle
after battle, had Henry followed the

| Onee, again much of the old furniture
i stoe

in the same old nooks and cor-
ners. The portraits of bygone Holts re-
appeared on the walls; the books on
the library shelves; sconces and can-
delabra, the massive old silver, the

, goblets so famous in the old festivities,

even the old punch bowl—even the in-
comparable punch for, though thir and
tremulous, the hand of the master was
there to brew and the loved old squire
doctor there to dispense.

And how joyous a gathering it was
despite the fact that no such toilets
dazzled the eyes as those that were
worn that memorable Christmas eve in
80! Many a famous name was still
represented. Many a uniform was still
to be seen, blue and gray. There were
several empty sleeves, and on gaunt.
gallant son of the state came in on
crutches—Wing of Paducah—and with i
him his sergeant, who rode with the |
foremost troop the night of the Belle—l
view raid. How different the welcome
now. And messages and “‘merry
Christmases” had come from Lieuten-
ant Colonel Gaffney, bedad, and Ser-
geant Connolly, stili held in service
with the Buckeyes, and a glowing mes-

sage, too, from gallant Bob . Enyart,
away out in Texas with Sheridan,
watching affairs along the Rio Grande.
But Kate Ray was there, radiantly
happy, and matrons whose heads had
silvered since the squire's last Christ-
mas-tide, and other Rays from Lex-
ington, and Enyarts from Louisville,
and " the Lanes—=Major and Mprs.—the
mother still in mourning. Nothing was
left of the wines that were once the
pride of Belleview’'s cellar, but of was-
sail—the doctor's brew—there was
brimimng cup for man and woman, and
sips that made the pickaninnies’ eyes
pop, wassail for blue and gray, for the
men who fought the hardest were the
first to forget, and glasses clinked that

! night in hands that clinched opposing

swords only the year gone by -hands
that now clung to each other in word-
less amity. There was evergreen for
hope and holly for Christmas grecting,
and music and laughter, and even brave
show at a dance, but something was

missing—something that had played an |
important part in the last Christmas |

gathering—and the squire, his heart too
full for a speech, stared round him,
asking man and woman what it was.

The blush that flew to Kate Ray's face |

as she darted into the library, the peal
of merry laughter, the witchery in
Daisy’s beaming eyes as she stood there
under the silken folds of Norman's
favorite guidon—the starry field, the
snowy and scarlet stripes draping the
chandelier, all of a sudden gave him the
cue.

“Bless my heart!” he cried, “it's the
mistletoe!"”

Then, suddenly an inapiration seized
him. Solemnly he set his glass upon
the sideboard. and, with the eves of all
upon him, stepped forth until the sil-
very curls were squareliy beneath the
silken emblem he had turned from in
wrath four years agone, and that in
nervousness or sense of lingering ani-
mosity he had obviously shunned and
shrunken from ever since. Norman,
clasping hands at the moment with
Major IL.ane, noted +the sudden hush,
and turned to see. Like a cavalier of
the days ‘“when knighthood was in
flower,” the now venerable host was
bending over Daisy—Daisy, a dream of
joyous, girlish, womanly, wifely beauty.
One
with glistening eyes; then, circling her
slender form with his arm, he bowed
his handsome old head and pressed his
lips upon her brow. Then looked up-
ward at the flag, and his trembling
hand, following reverently, touched one
moment the starry field, then slowly,
tenderly fell, as though in benediction,
unon her forehead.

“Little woman,” he said, “I'm too old
to reconstruct, but I reckon that big
boy you stole from me did—about right
—when he stood by that flag.”

(FINIS)

I—Christmastide in Old Kentucky.

II—A Midnight Summons.

IT¥—A Drive in the Dark.

IV—Flag of Family.

V—Soldier in Spite of AllL

VI—“Desdichado.”

VII—The night ride.

VIII—Beaten, if Not Betrayed.

IX—Her Face Again.

X—A Rival’s Blow.

XI—Brother Against Brother.

XII—Sheridan’s Promise.

XIIT—Asleep on Post.

XIV—Court-martial.

XV—The Death Sentence.

XVI—Shot With the Honors of War.

XVII—-Commissioned.

XVIII—Another Arrest.

XIX—A Call to Battle.,

instant he glanced around him |

XX—The Rout of the Right Wing.
XXI—The Cut Direct.
XXII—Strange Face at the Front.
XXITI—Under False Orders.
XXIV—"A Lie, and You Know It.”
XXV—A Double Escape.
XXVI—The Leap of the Line..
XXVII—Victory.

(Copyright. 1900, by G. W. Dillingham
Co.)

The Homelies® Man in Salt Lake City
as well as the handsomesi, and oth-
ers are ipviced to call on any druggist
and get free a trial bottle of Kemp's
Balsam for the Throat and Lungs, a
remedy that is guaranteed to cure and
| “elieve all Chronic and Acute Coughs,
Asthme, Bronchitis and C) nsumption.
Price, 25¢. and 50e. For sale by Godbe-
Pitts Drug company, Salt Lake City,
Utah.
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WEAK NERVES.

There is not a case of Nervous Weakness In the
world todasr (no matter what the cause or of how long
standing) that the use of Lincoin Sexual Pills accord-
ing to directions, which are simple and easy te foliow,
will £ail to permanently cure.
weak when Lin-oln Sexual Pills will make you strong?

Price, $1.50 per box—buy of your druggist or sent
by mail on receipt of price, in plain wrapper.

LINCOLN PROPRIETARY CO.,

Prescription Pharmacy, 5th East and 3rd South, and Van Dyke

Why do you remain

Fort Wayne, Ind.

fargest

ment,

FREE HELP FOR WEAK
“CALTHOS”

Prof, Laborde’s Marvelous French Cure for Lost Manhood.

FIVE DAYS®’ TRIAL TREATMENT
Sent Absolutely Free by Sealed Mail To All Sufferers.

MO C. 0. D. OR DEPOSIT SCHEME.
e iehosd s ‘S CALTHOS,

cures :

French remedy discovered by
controlled in this country by The Von Mohi Company, of
Cincinnati, Ohio, a concern which
hounorable
an
anyone who is acquainted in that city will testify.

The Von Mohl 1
from Lost Manhood, Spermatorrhcea, Varicocele, Smal
Parts or Wekness of

Orgaus, to send their names and receive a five days’ treats
This will prove the wonderful wvitalizing powers
of **CALTHOS."”
will ind new vigor
muscies, pew blood in their veins, new ambition, and
rapid pro
tions of younger

This liberal free offer is genuine. There
ling C. 0. D. or Deposit Scheme connected with it. The five
days’ treatment is sent by sealed mail to all on request,
wrapped in a plain
accompany the medic’ne, so that each patient becomes
bis own doctor and cures himself at home,

o whether bad habits in youth
ness—whether n youth, or ex or_over-
work, or business troubles. "&\L‘h‘lOS” will effect a
cure, no matter what big name the disecase may be called
by doctors.

The Vonﬁ%(::ﬂ Company treats ail
perfect com

blic the of the th

to science which really
** the marvelous
Prof. Jules Laborde. It is
occupies & bigh and
lace in the world of medicine. Itisoncof the

most responsible houses in cinnati, as

Company invites all men sufferin
any nature in the Nerves or Sexual
After using it five days the sufferers
in their organs, new force in their
gress toward the buoyant feelings and semsa-

days.
is no swind-

ckage, and full printed instructions

difference what cansed the weake

correspondence in
ce. Under mo conditions will it make

the full knowledge that it will be kept from

timonials tellin¥ of their restoration to robust manhood
after other med b

less, ““CALTHOS™ is regularly used in the French and
German armies, and the soldiers in those countries have
come to be perfect modelsof strength and vitality. Curcs
are effected at all ages from twenty to eighty years. There
is po case (exce
has been reach
Rermnenuy cure.

grows worse fir
the mental and paysical
Send today for the free five days® trial treatment. IfiR

helps you, more of the medicine can be purchased. If it
does not help, no harm isdone and no moue%lh.snbee'n
all. o

is strictly confidential. Address applications for trial treatment, etc,, to

THE VON MOHL COMPANY, 666 B, Cincinnati, 0.| rrer sl TN RS RIS

ds who have written tes.

cines and appliances have worthe

where the stage of epil
which it will oot Y, qnickl‘y and

ual weakness does not cure itself,
from week to week, Each day aggravates
anguish.

or insanity

id out. You can sead

ur name in
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